IN  THE CITY OF DUBLIN                  2? I

among the butchers, but is often continued by a succession
of other people, through many streets. It is called the
COSSING of a dog, and I may justly number it among
our corruptions. The ceremony is this: A strange dog
happens to pass through a flesh-market; whereupon an
expert butcher immediately cries in a loud voice, and the
proper tone, " Coss, coss," several times : The same word is
repeated by the people. The dog, who perfectly under-
stands the terms of art, and consequently the danger he is
in, immediately flies. The people, and even his own
brother animals pursue; the pursuit and cry attend him
perhaps half a mile; he is well worried in his flight, and
sometimes hardly escapes. This, our ill-wishers of the
Jacobite kind, are pleased to call a persecution ; and affirm,
that it always falls upon dogs of the Tory principle. But,
we can well defend ourselves, by justly alleging that when
they were uppermost, they treated our dogs full as in-
humanly : As to my own part, who have in former times
often attended these processions, although I can very well
distinguish between a Whig and Tory dog, yet I never
carried my resentments very far upon a party principle,
except it were against certain malicious dogs, who most
discovered their malice against us in the worst of times?"
And, I remember too well, that in the wicked ministry of
the Earl of Oxford, a large mastiff of our party being un-
mercifully cossed, ran, without thinking, between my legs,
as I was coming up Fishamble Street; and, as I am of low
stature, with very short legs, bore me riding backwards down
the hill, for above two hundred yards: And, although I
made use of his tail for a bridle, holding it fast with both
my hands, and clung my legs as close to his sides as I could,
yet we both came down together into the middle of the
kennel; where after rolling three or four times over each
other, I got up with much ado, amid the shouts and huzzas
of a thousand malicious Jacobites: I cannot, indeed, but
gratefully acknowledge, that for this and many other services
and sufferings, I have been since more than over-paid.

This adventure may, perhaps, have put rne out of love
with the diversions of cossing, which I confess myself an

1 Referring to the last four years of Anne's reign, when Harley was
minister.  The expression was a Whig one.   [T. S.]